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T am as hot as molten Lead, and as heavy too.God keepe Lead 
out of me,I need no more weight then mine own bowels : I 
have led my rag oi Miiffians where they are peperd ther’s not* ^ 
three of my 1 5 o.left alive, and they arc for the townes end,to 
beg during lifo. But who comes heere ? &*t*r prince, 

Prin. What ftandft thou idle heere ? lend me thy Sword, 
Many aNobleman liesftarke and ftiflfe, 

Under the hooves of vaunting enemies, 

Whofc deaths are ycturirevengdj prethee lend me thy fword. 

Fal.O Ha/.l prethee give me leave to breathe a while, 

" Gregory never did fiich deeds in armes ,as I have done this day. 

1* have paydPmry, I have made him fure. 

Prittc . He is indecd,and living to kill thee- j 
I prethee lend me thy iwor’d. 

Fal. Nay before God, Ffo/,if Percy be alive, thou get ft not my 
fword, but take my piftoll if thou wilt. 

Prin. Civ ft\t me .* what ? is it in the cafe ? 

Fal. I Hal’tis hot, there’s that will facke a City . 

The Prince dr awes it out, andfindes itabottellofSacke . 

7Vi».What is it a time to jeft and dally now ? 

Hethrorves the Bottle at him. Exit. 

Fal. If Percy be alive, i le pierce him.if he doe come in my 
way ,fo? if he doe not, if I come in his willingly, let him make 
a Carbonado of me. I like not fuch grinning honour as fir Wal- 
whathrgive me life, which if I can fave,.fo : ifnot, honour, 
comes unjook’t for, and there’s an end. 

•• 

yl Drmc .excurfins , enter the King, the Prince, Lord John of 
Lancafter,<WEearle of Weftmerland. ' 

King.X prethee Harry withdraw thy felfe,thou bleedeft too 
much : Lord lohnoi Lancafiergpz you with him. 

P. lohnSiot I, my Lord, unleffe I did bleed too. 

Prin. I befeech your Majefty make up, 

Left your retirement doe amaze your friends. 

Ki.l will doe fo my L.of Weftmerland, lead him to hfs Tent 

wfit .Co me,my L ord , i’ le lead you to your Tent. 

T mar.?. Lead mey-ny Lord, I de not need yourhelpe ; 

And God forbid a fhallow feratch llionld drive . * . 
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The Prince of Wales from fuch a field as this. 

Where ftaynd Nobility lies treden on, 

^ ’‘’And Rebels Armes triumph in mafiacres. 

/ ohn.We. breathe too long, come coufin Wefimerlani. ■ 
Our duty this way lies : For Ggdsfoke come. 

firm. By God,thou haftdeceiv’d me,Lancafler, 

I did not thinke thee Lord of fiich a fpirit * 

Before,I lov’d thee as a brother,/ thn. 

But now Idoerefpedf theeas my loufe. . 

Kmg . I faw him hold Lord • Percy at the poynt ; 

# With luftier maintenance then I did looke for 
Offnchanungrowne Warrier. 

Prin. 0,this Boy lends metall to us all. Exit, 

£>o?p. Another King, they grow like Hydras heads, 

I am the D osoglas fata II to all thofe 

That weare thofe colours on them.What art thou 

That counterfeit!!; the perfbn of a King ? 

Afog.The King himfelfe, who Dmglas grieves at heart. 
So many of his fhadowes thou haft met. 

And not the very King : I have two Boyes 
Seeke Percy and thy felfc, about the Field ; 

But feeing thou fali’ft on me fo luckily, 

I will affay thee : and defend thy felfe. 

Dorm 1 fearc, thou art another Counterfeit ; 

And yet in faith thou bcar’ft thee like a King : 

But mine .1 am fore thou art,who ere thou be : 

And thus Iwinncthcc. 

They fight floe King being in danger, Enter Prince of Wales., 

X Prince . Hold Bp thy head, v ilc Scot , or thou art like 
Never to hold it up againe, thefpirits 
Ofvaliant Sherly ^Stafford, Blunt fire in my Armes, 

It is the Prince of Wales that threatens thee, 

Who never promifeth^ut he meanes to pay. 

fihey fight, Doveglas fiieth. 

Cheerely my Lord^iow fores your Grace f 
Sir Nkhtas Gawfey hath for fuccour fent. 

And fb hath Qyfton ; i’le to Clifton ftrait. 

. IGW, Stay, and breath a while, 
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